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An Autumn Evening 

Dorris Davidson, ’25 

Where yonder yellowing maple once held foliage green and 
bright, 

There clings an air of waxing gloom, 

And now begins to sadly loom 
About its quickly baring limbs the bleakness of a winter's 
night. 

Where yonder billowing brooklet ran to warbling songs of 
birds, 

There reigns a silence near to death, 

Save where it struggles for its breath 
On rocks and shallows, shoals and bubbling falls, save those, 
it own soft words. 

Where yonder hardening sky once glow’d with evening star 
and sun, 

There hides the strength of wind and storm. 

With aspect chill and vast in form, 

The realms between the earth and it grow wan and faint 
and far anon. 
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An Adventure in The Cumberlands 

Ewing Bradford, ’25 

T was a cloudy morning in September when the 
surveying crew with which I was working assem- 
bled at the usual meeting place ready for work. 
The engineer was sick this morning and was not able to 
go out on the top of the mountain with us. We were told 
to go out alone and cut out the line, so that the laying 
off by the instrument would be an easy matter the next 
day. 

The four of us piled into our old “Lizzie” and drove 
as far as we could and then walked several miles before 
we reached the place where we had been working the 
day before. The old line that had been cut out the pre- 
ceding year was still visible, so we found the cutting very 
easy. This easy work lasted until about ten o’clock. 
Then the brush became thicker, and the creek we had 
been following dropped into a deeper bed until it seemed 
to be a small river plunging over a great cataract. We 
hunted in vain for the old line, but there was no use to 
hunt further; it was lost — and, besides, it had begun to 
rain. We must find shelter until after the rain which 
was now coming harder and faster- 

While we were hunting for shelter from the storm 
one of our men noticed a tall tree on the edge of the 
precipice. He said, “We will cut it so it will fall down 
over the cliff. We can then slide down it and find a cave 
or overhanging cliff down there for protection from the 
storm.” I did not fancy the idea much, but even to fall 
over the cliff would be better than to stay out in that 
cold rain, so when my time came I slid, too. We de- 
scended safely, for which I was very grateful. I was 
wondering whether it was better to be down here than in 
the open, when I was attracted by a curling of black 
smoke. I wondered if it could be the home of some 
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mountaineer. Not in this forsaken country, I next 
thought. I could not decide what it was, but I thought 
it would do no harm to find out. Through curiosity I 
started towards it. 

I had advanced only a few hundred feet when I was 
stopped short by the cracking of a rifle. “What was 
that/” I wondered. Was that fellow just shooting or 
were we being taken as enemies and was that a signal 
not to come closer? 

By this time our curiosity Was so great that it would 
have taken more than a rifle shot to stop us, especially 
when it was fired in mid air. We moved on, but not 
far. We had taken only a few steps when we were 
halted by three armed men clad in heavy khaki. 

What do you want?” asked one in a deep voice. I, 
a little frightened by his manner, said the first thing that 
entered my mind, “We saw your smoke and we thought 
maybe we could get a meal.” “Well, you can’t,” replied 
the second man, “and get out of here while you can.” 

We were surprised to find such a host, but thought 
it best to turn away without further trouble. As we 
turned to go, the third spoke up. As he talked he pulled 
a big gun on us. “Wait!” he said; and then turning to 
his two companions, asked, “Are you men fools? Don’t 
you know that to let these men go will mean certain cap- 
ture, and the rest of our time will be spent behind bars?” 
“Perhaps you are right,” replied the other two almost 
together. “But what will we do with them?” asked one. 
“What did we do with the other?” the little man mur- 
mured. 

Why were these men so concerned about us, I won- 
dered. What had we done to make them feel this way 
towards us? Would they really go to the extreme of 
getting rid of us for good? All of this passed through 
my mind at once and, above all, why had I ever come? 

All seemed to consider the matter a minute and then, 
turning with their guns on us, commanded us to go with 
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them. They drove us to a log hut wdth their guns almost 
at our backs. They hesitated at the door and the little 
man asked, “Shall we wait until morning?” “Might as 
well,” returned the big man, “there is no special hurry.” 
As we were shoved into the hut the door was bolted be- 
hind us. I wondered what he meant. 

“Shall we wait?” What could it mean? Did it mean 
that morning would bring the worst? 

When we had been in the hut a few minutes I could 
see through it all. These were moonshiners. I could 
now smell the strong odor of liquor and the crackling 
of the wood fire. Why had I not thought of this wlien 
I first saw the smoke? Had I not read many stories about 
the mountain stills and how dangerous it was to go near 
them. I had not thought of this, and now how to get 
away alive was to be considered. I was certain if noth- 
ing unexpected happened that daylight would bring sure 
death. 

It was dark now and we were hungry, but judging 
from the treatment we had received in the afternoon we 
did not expect food, so we were not disappointed when 
none came. We made many plans of escape, but after 
looking around we found that none of them would work. 
We would have to wait and see what morning brought. 

We were sitting around trying to realize what we had 
gotten into when we heard a soft knock on the bolted 
door. Had they come to claim the lives of the captives? 
Had the time come? The end? Soft whispers followed. 
“I am your friend,” said the voice. “I was taken as you 
are, and they have kept me here for years. I have been 
watched and have not been allowed to escape. I will 
let you out if you will take me with you. It will be easy 
because they are all drunk on some new whisky I made 
today. Do you agree?” asked the voice again. Was it 
true that we really heard this voice? Could it be that 
this man was willing to free us from certain death, only 
asking so little in return. 
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Just then the door opened, and in walked the man 
whose voice we had heard. Well, if it wasn't old John 
Smith, who had disappeared from our town five years 
ago and had been given up as dead long ago. 

The next thing to do was to get away before the men 
came out from under the influence of the bad liquor. 
After much searching through the darkness we made it 
to our car and drove back across the mountain to thie 
little town. Safe at last ! 

Several days later we reported our experience to the 
prohibition agents, who said they would do all in their 
power to put a stop to such business. They must have 
done so, for several months later we each received a re- 
ward for the information as to the whereabouts of the 
long-sought-for outlaws. 

As well as I remember, John Smith's wife had not 
married during his absence, and he also lived happily 
ever after. 


A Sonnet 

Dorris Davidson, '25 

With pleasant countenance — one fair to see — 
Whose features soft and form'd with gentle lines 
Of noble sources bent to naive designs; 

Her soul speaks out of these to you and me. 

And, friend, whene'er her voice is turn'd to thee 
To give thee understanding, or at times 
When conversation runs in lesser veins, 

Then you may understand, and well may see; 
Because, on earth, a light has never shone 
To spend itself completely, or wax dull 
Unseen, unknown, unfelt or wholly vain : 

Just so, and like the spectra of the sun, 

The light that shines from out her eyes, so full, 
Must leave the road for you and me, most plain. 
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A Cruise on The Gulf 

Oney Hines, '24 

f|!ggr|JIP! The boom swung around with increasing ve- 
locity, striking me with a deep, dull thud, nearly 
£££*131 knocking me overboard. 

“Por Dios! land lubber,” said Strat, “aren’t you ever 
going to understand that when you are ‘tacking' the 
boom will swing around. If you don't hurry up. and 
learn it will knock your head off before you get the 
opportunity.” 

I apologized profusely for my incapacities as a sea- 
man and dodged as the boom swung around again. 

The crew were three — Strat, the skipper; Joe, first 
mate, and myself, the crew. The boat was a 35-foot 
sloop out of Mobile. Strat had started from Mobile to 
Biloxi, and on the way down had struck a squall off 
Petit Bois Spit, which broke his mast, forcing him to 
put into Pascagoula for a new one. While he was 
there I met him and he inveigled me into sailing back 
to Mobile with him. Why I went? Only the Lord knows. 

By this time we had slipped out of the bayou and 
were well out on the river, drawing rapidly to the rail- 
road drawbridge. As we did not have any horn with 
which to signal, we had to come about and stop until 
the watchman saw us, so that he could open for us to go 
through. 

Once through the bridge we met a stiff breeze blow- 
ing directly up the river, forcing us to tack all the way 
out of the river until we were out into the bay. 

Such hardship; but who could give that task even 
a second thought on such a wonderful night. The moon 
shone forth in all its glory and seemed to be keeping 
pace with us as we sped down the river; the stars stood 
out in a glittering contrast with the dark flying clouds. 
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It was just such a night that enchanted Antony upon 
the Nile fifteen hundred years ago. It was just such a 
night as this, that — Zip ! With a wild duck I escaped that 
treacherous boom by a fraction and came out of my 
reverie with a start; such a rude awakening from such 
a pleasant reverie. Doggone booms, anyhow. 

In about an hour the moon, sailing over closer to the 
dark line of the rolling water, disappeared into its murky 
depths. This brought an entirely different scene to view. 
The water became alive with specks of light. Especially 
in the wake of the boat were myriads of bright phos- 
phorescent particles. Occasionally we would run over a 
huge jelly fish, thus thrusting into view a new planet into 
the heavens beneath us. Then again a fish would go 
rapidly by, creating for us a shooting star, or a shark, 
upon some errand of death, would leave a phosphor- 
escent trail like that of an enormous comet. 

Our watery sky was complete. 

I sat amid this truly wonderful spectacle until the 
dawn of day. Such a dawn! Who could describe it? 
I cannot. I am not capable. My words would be inade- 
quate. Such a profusion of colors and tints as are sel- 
dom seen by man at one time. 

This could not last forever, and old Sol, seeming to 
regret giving us such a wonderful sight, sailed rapidly 
forward from his beautiful but lowly berth to the zenith 
of his arc, all the while sending down upon us his merci- 
less rays. The water, seeming to resent his enthusiastic 
ardor, sent them back, creating a blinding glare. 

The breeze dropped off and finally died. We drifted, 
drifted for thirteen hours, and the last five we had no 
water nor food, only a few small crackers- Phew! who 
likes crackers, anyhow? 

The deck was sizzling with the heat, the shallow 
cabin was a sweat box, and for once I would have been 
glad to see the boom swing around even if it knocked 
me seven flips. 


















Late that evening, without a sound of warning, the 
boom swung around. Light ripples began to wrinkle the 
face of the waters. The boat began to make headway. 
The breeze freshened. In an hour we were rushing 
along at a famous pace. We made Mobile without mis- 
hap at 9 o'clock that night. 


The Seasons 

B. Hume Bracy 

The season of the year 
That brings the greatest cheer 
To the men 

Is the season when the guil 
Cracks loud to manhood's fun 
From the glen. 



f 
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But to the winsome miss 
The time of perfect bliss 
Is the spring; 

For all cares they entwine 
With the old romance of time; 

Love they bring. 

On a cold and wintry night 

In the warm and mellow light 
Dream the old; 

Content, they sit and gaze, 

While they watch the leaping blaze, 
Red and gold. 

The Creator's praise we sing 
'Mid the joys the seasons bring 
To our hearts; 

Yet these will fade and go 
As the pale moonlight’s glow 
Slow departs. 
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The Roebuck 

Moultrie Ball, ’27 

A leap, a bound, a bay, a shout, 

Something flashing through the trees. 

How fast before the hunting hounds 
The stately roebuck flees! 

Like the shadow of a scurrying cloud 
He skims across the ground, 

But still he hears close at his heels 
The bay of the hunting hound. 

From the ground before his feet 
He raises his dark brown eyes; 

He sees the thicker forest, 

And his hopes begin to rise. 

And as below his dainty feet 
He feels the cold black ground, 

He knows at once he will be free 
With one more mighty bound. 

And so the worn out hunters 
Turn round and start for home, 

And leave the stately roebuck 
The forest aisles to roam. 
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HIS being the first issue of the year, The Bulletin 
takes the opportunity to say a few words to the 
„ student body. We are glad to see the old boys 
back and just as glad to meet the new fellows and wel- 
come them to our school, our home for the next few 
months. 

We return to school each year with the pleasant 
anticipation of seeing our old friends, some of whom we 
have not seen since the preceding year, and also to meet 
the new boys who are yearly enrolled. 

The boys who are returning need no reminder of the 
way every one at M. B. A. feels towards the others. Our 
school is a large family, and we try to make every one 
feel just as much at home as he does in the home of his 
parents. There are no factions in the school pulling 
against one another as are often found in some schools. 
Differences and misunderstandings naturally arise as in 
any other group of people that are as closely associated 
as we are, but they are always smoothed over and for- 
gotten. 
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Just a few words to the old boys. Each year, fellows, 
we try to improve and make that year better than the 
preceding one. This year we should go much farther 
ahead. With the addition of the fine new building our 
equipment is much improved and we should take ad- 
vantage of the added facilities and make good use of 
them. 

We have a valued addition to our highly esteemed 
faculty in Professor Buford Wilson. Professor Wilson 
is an old M. B. A. man, and is already thoroughly famil- 
iar with the school and all of its traditions. 


The new addition to M. B. A. is a wonderful help to 
our school. First of all, it is constructed on an admirable 
plan, one which I do not think could be improved upon. 
It is up to date in every way. The class rooms are mod- 
ern in every respect and are very well planned. 

Last year I happened to ride into town with a young 
fellow from another school. During our conversation he 
commented on our old building, saying that it had more 
names on it than a newspaper had “ads,” and that gave 
him a bad impression of M. B- A. 

The construction of the new building and the re- 
painting of the old school is one of the best steps that 
M. B. A. has taken in many years. Let us keep them 
as they now are as far as we are able, not defacing them, 
but making them as attractive as possible to anyone 
who may chance to be our guest. 

Kennedy Jones, '25. 

Montgomery Bell Academy has a history extending 
from before the Civil War until today, with heroes such 
as Sam Davis and Wat Yarbrough, heroes of war. There 
are heroes of the gridiron, too, who spelled out a good 
name for her, even as Sam and Wat. Yes! they all loved 
her, loved and protected her with their lives. 

We love our school not because these boys loved her, 
but because it is our second home. It is a place where 
we see and know all of our school mates. We make com- 



14 MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 

panions of each other, and have more brotherly feeling 
towards each other than if it were a very large schoo . 

M B. A. is a large family. No family is complete 
without its father and mother.. Mrs. Ball is our mother 
and does as much for us as any mother can. Mr. Ball 
is our father, and he is a good man, the best of men. e 
other teachers are our older brothers, who help show us 
right from wrong and make us men. . 

In our after years, as we pass by and look up at the 
old school, we will say, “There is one school of the many, 
one that is an honor to our State of Tennessee, but is a 
greater honor to us.” 

We love our school and cannot love any other, and 
when this is said it is all that can be |> ut ,™ uch 

more can be thought. 1 e ’ 


THE NEED OF A GOOD ROAD FOR OUR DRIVEWAY 

Baxter Moore, ’25 


We have one of the prettiest driveways in the city 
leading up to our school. There is not another school 
or a home in Nashville with a driveway laid off as artisti- 
cally as ours. Where can you find a prettier one, turn- 
ing off the main road through a magnificent gate, running 
gradually to the foot of a hill, where it crosses a beau- 
tiful little brook, and then winding majestically up the 
hill overlooking the brook, to the school. 

But that is all one can say for it. While it may be 
one of the prettiest, it is far from being one of the best ; 
in fact, it is one of the worst. Rough with holes and 
large rocks that cut a car’s tires to pieces, it is no wonder 
that everyone is forming the habit of driving aroun an 


coming up the rear way. ' . , . , . 

This should not be. A school’s driveway should be 
just as important as its school building. A stranger 
picked me up in his car a few days ago who by chance 
was going out to school on business. His first remark 
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on turning off the pike on the driveway was that it was 
the worst road he had seen in some time, and that it was 
a disgrace to the school. I made an excuse for it, but 
that is all we ever do. It is a stranger's first and last 
impression of a school, and there is many a stranger or 
visitor who comes out to M. B. A. 

So let's get together and see if something cannot be 
done towards improving that driveway. Then we will 
not have to make excuses. There are plenty of good 
roads that are neither asphalt nor even oiled, and it can 
be one of them. With a little co-operation on every one's 
part we can get that driveway into such a shape that 
it wall be a credit rather than a detriment to our school. 


Autumn 

J. W. Jacobs, '25 

Drifting, shifting leaves, 

All helpless, they form sheaves; 

Golden yellow and bright red, 

Before the wind they fled. 

The trees stand gaunt and bare, 

Their foliage scattered everywhere; 

The birds from their nests have flown 
To warmer places known. 

The Autumn winds their work have done. 

The slant rays of the setting sun 
Shine on the earth all dark and cold, 

As the days grow long and the year grows old. 















Sea Life 

B. AND B., ’27 

O see the beautiful sail boats 
Out on the waters there, 

Like flowers adorning the dress coat 
Of the ocean wide and bare. 

Far out upon the horizon 

There's a smudge of jet black smoke, 

That shows in the hold of a steamship 
The stokers are beginning to stoke. 

A man was in the crow's nest, 

A gull came sailing by; 

He thought the crow was returning home 
And gave an awful cry. 

The tough and grizzly captain 
Was striding the quarter deck, 

But a spar fell from the mizzen mast 
And broke his crazy neck. 


Exercises from English Six 

With a gay rushing wind, with a trim little craft, 

And her bows cutting light through the sea ; 

With the sails filling strong and the waves glinting bright. 
That’s the spot right where I would be. 

When the winds howling roar and the sky’s black as ink, 
And the waves ’gainst the rocks madly tear; 

When the fierce lightnings flash and the mad thunders 
growl. 

What! Me? I’ve lost nothing out there. 

John Ball. 


T 


* 

r 


* 



■ 
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The sun shines brightly on the browning trees ; 

Their leaves are changed into a thousand hues 
That ’chant the eye and fill the heart anew 
With love for all the things that God has made 
For us to see upon this earth of His. 

Ben Shapiro. 

Beyond the rushing and the roaring stream, 
Beyond the blooming and the fading greens, 
Beyond the frosting and the biting air, 

Beyond the winding and the sloping hills, 

There lies a cosy little shack of mine. 

Hume Bracy. 


A Lament from Latin Three 

Moultrie Ball, ’27 

I wish the bold Helvetii 

Had all the Romans killed; 

With sword, and spear, and battleaxe 
Their haughty blood had spilled. 

For many an hour I have sat, 

The gradatim on my knee, 

Trying to make out the story 
Of the boy in the apple tree. 

I’ve gone to class downhearted. 

My lesson worked half through; 

I’m asked the part I do not know. 

And make a one or two. 

With Mr. Cherry behind me, 

When I’m worn out and forlorn, 

You can see why I heartily wish 
The Romans had never been born. 



MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 19 

our gymnasium before long* We hope by the first of the 
year. Mr. Ball is certainly due a great deal of credit for 
what he has done. He will not stop until we get our 
gym* 

* * * 

The best joke after all, “Butts” Geny. 

* * * 

The dumbest class in school, History 6. 

* * • * 

Kelly claims that the signals are giving his brain 
a storm. 

»** * * * 

The backfield is not speaking to the linemen since 
they had their picture taken. 

* * * 

A certain young lady drove all the way from the 

* Powder Plant to see “Sweetie." He refused to see her 

and said he had to study his math. 

* * * 

f Some say that “Pill” Raulston looks like, Barney 

Google behind the ears. 

* * * 

Just think, fellows, this is Capt. Sawyer's last year. 

Hard but true. 

* * * 

Wonder if “Skipper" Riddle ever got that aspirin. 

* * * 

The latest school yell, “fore." 

* * * 

It is quite an honor to say that you played on a team 
that was coached by one of the South's greatest football 
players. 

* * * 

M. B* A.'s war cry, “Hit 'em hard and laugh at 'em." 

* * * 

Aintf dot nice? 
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Coach Sikes picked out a peach of a phone number 
for a doctor. Just take up the phone and call, “Hem- 
lock, Sick, Sick, Sick," and see who answers. 

* * * 

Maybe old Oney ain’t the berries. 

* * * 

Famous varieties of Irish: Flannel mouth, Synagogue, 
Ninth Ward, Hog, Bowwow, Bogs, Shanty. 

* * * 

Anyone wishing to take up golf may do so by getting 
in touch with professional “Evansville Jack” Rea. 

* * * 

Who is the guilty fellow whose laugh resembles the 
cackle of a hen? 

* * • 

“The world is wrong,” Spark Plug Glennon. 

* * * 

Boulware, the boy with an ingrowing face. 

* * * 

Beware, the Batters are on a rampage. 

♦ * * 

Bulldog finally handed in his English notes. Yes, 
Oswald, this is his third year in Senior English. 

* * * 

Someone claims that it is the presence of a big white 
sweater upon the side lines that makes “Knit” Young 
play so well. 

* * * 

“Evansville Jack” has promised us a tournament in 
the near future. 

* * * 

Fellows, if you ever get a chance, make “Sweetie” 
play the piano. He plays unusually well; only been 
taking lessons eight years. 

* * * 

Aubrey has another gate to his credit. 
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Gertie has already expressed his intentions of going 
back to Detroit next summer. There’s a reason. 

* * * 

Aubrey is in love and admits it. 

* * * 

“Egg House” Shapiro boasts of the fact that he has 
a unit or two in vocal music. Can you imagine it? 
Neither can we- 

* * * 

How do you like those Hardin formations when the 
goal line is near? 

* * * 

Oney takes his eighth period at Ward-Belmont every 

afternoon. We wonder why? 

* * * 

Rickety, Rackety, Shaggy Town, 

Who can take our varsity down? 

No-body! 

* * * 

Why? 

* * * 

“Sot” Phillips, after a year at Gulfport Military Acad- 
emy, has come to the same conclusion that Sweetie did. 

* * * 

Do you know these “Sheiks”: Bulldog, Paddlefoot, 
Piute, Evansville Jack, Georgeous George, Paper Hanger, 
Suark Plug, Central High, Egg House, Scatterbolt, Euri- 
pides, Berries, Gertie, Chin, Chili, Why, Al, Sot, Pill, 
Skipper, Hoghead, Puck, Sweetie, Bram, Amos, Knit, Sis, 
Shy, Milky, Filler, Skip, Cot, Hay, Toe, Rid, Buffy, Cora, 
Doggie, Abil, Bud, Son, Lee, Old Sol, Stocky? 

* * * 

At the annual election the following boys were chosen 
as the school committee: Sixth form, Sawyer, Eaton, 
Young, Lusky; fifth form, Bradford, E., Baker G., Moore; 
fourth form, Hardin, Keene; third form, Gwin; from 
the school at large, Hines, Mayo, Ralls. 
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Things we like to see: 

“Plumber” Hines in school. 

“Duck” Roberts in a serious mood. 

“Chili” Hardin without a chubby haircut. 

“Hay” Kelly with a thought. 

Murray's expression when he's called “Doggie.” 
“Tea Hound” Riddle in his skipper uniform. 

Mister Cherry writing orders. 

Ed Young taking his ten laps instead of punting. 
“Hoghead” Boulware with a shave. 

“Paddle Foot Piute” hollering for air. 

“Al” Ralls knowing his history lesion. 

“Central High” Jakes with his hair mussed. 

“Why” Moore make a zero in Spanish. 

“Abie” Gunn and “Buffy” Upper when they are not 
playing. 

“Paper Hanger” Ransom wearing his hat. 
“Evansville Jack” without his golf sticks. 

Lunch room with something “Oney” can eat. 

* * * 

Who said Ransom looked like Rudolph? 

♦ * * 

Ask Oney about the plumber. 

* * * 

Kelly, the only ten-second man in school. Phillips 
and Rea timers. 

* * * 

At the annual election of officers the following boys 
were selected: Sixth form, President Eaton, Vice-Presi- 
dent Sawyer, Secretary and Treasurer Phillips. Fifth 
form, President Riddle, Vice-President G. Baker. Fourth 
form, President Hardin, Vice-President Bowman. Third 
form, President Connor, Vice-President Johnson. 

* * * 

Tourist to Johnnie: “Son, where is Madison?” 
Johnnie: “Hop outa that flivver and you'll be into it 
up to your neck.” 
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Gorgeous George (to "his lady love) : “I’ll tell you 
what it was I saw about you the other night that I did 
not like.” 

She (anxiously) : “Why, George, what could it be?” 
Gorgeous George: “Oney’s arms.” 

* * * 

Mr. Cherry: “Gunn, what is this?” 

Gunn: “I'll bite, what is it?” 

* * * 

Cop: “Why are you parking?” 

Callow Youth : “There’s a miss in the car.” 

* * * 

She: “Do you remember when you were first struck 
by my beauty?” 

He: “I think so. Wasn’t it at the masked ball?” 

* * * 

Prof. Wilson (in English Class) : “Blair, give me a 
sentence with a clause.” 

Blair: “Santa Claus came down the chimney.” 

* * * 

Gertie: “What are you thinking about?” 

Hog: “How did you know that I was thinking?” 
Gertie : “I saw an unusual expression on your face.” 

* * * 

Mr. Lisenby (in Math 6) : “Lusky, what does this 
mean?” 

Lusky: “A zero for me, Fessor-” 

* * • 

“Oh-h-h-h-h! Lemuel, vat you tink. I vas arrested 
for speeding today.” 

“Vat, you? Vy, you haf no car, haf you?” 

“No, not dat. Speedink on the sidewalk.” . 

• * * 

Thelma: “Lehman, I have bad news for you?” 
Lehman: “For me?” 

Thelma : “Yes, I was at a fortune teller’s this morn- 
ing and she told me I was to marry a handsome man.” 
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Mary had a little lamb, 

It followed her to school ; 

She went to take a final and 
She flunked it like a fool. 

So Mary changed her plan, they say, 

And took a bull next day, 

And when she got her paper back, 

She pulled a nice big “A.” 

Black and Blue Jay. 

* * * 

“They’re off,”- cried the old lady as she viewed the 

inmates of the insane asylum. 

* * * 

Question: “Why do women talk more in summer 
than in winter?” 

Answer: “Because the days are longer.” 

* * * 

Mrs. Ball (in History 6) : “And many people today 
are very proud of themselves because their ancestors 
came over in the Mayflower.” 

Glennon: “Yes, I have seen some of them, and the 
way they behave they look as if their ancestors came over 
in the Cauliflower.” 

* * * 

I was born in Nashville, Tennessee, 

The Athens of the South, 

And that’s the very reason 
That my voice is in my mouth. 

* * * 

Down by the side of the sunnyseaside sat two lovers 
side by side. He sighed and she sighed. They both 
sighed as they sat side by side down by the side of the 
sunny seaside. 

* * * 

Mr. Cherry (at masquerade ball) : “Dean, what are 
you and Upper doing down at this dance? 

Dean: “We represent King Tu-tank-men.” 
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There was a boy at M. B. A-, 

So the story goes, 

Who ran into an iron gate 
And smashed his lovely nose. 

Not being satisfied with this — 

The boy must be insane — 

He ran into another gate 

And did the same again . — Anon. 

* * * 

Fessor Cherry (in Latin 3) : “Bert, what does this 
sentence mean?” 

Bert: “Well, Amo means I love.” 

Fessor: “I love what?” 

Bert : “Betsy.” 

* * * 

South Bend, Ind. 

Sparkie : Come at once. Bring Onie. 

Rush telegram. Rockne. 

• * * 

Hines: “Cot, when are you going to hand in that 
joke?” 

Cot: “Just as soon as I can get hold of “Pill” Raul- 
ston.” 

* * * 

Mrs. Ball (in History 5) : “Ralls, what was the Diet 
of Worms?” 

Ralls: “It was what those fellows gave Luther to 
eat.” 

* * * 

First B. G. A- player, upon entering the locker room : 
“‘Fellows, guess what this countryman did?” 

Second B. G. A. player: “It’s not so, fellows.” 

First B. G. A. player: “He walked into a dog wagon 
thinking it was a street car and asked the man to put 
him off at M. B. A.” 

“Shag” Moore: “Why?” 




In past years the Bulletin has received papers 
from all over the country. We have enjoyed the exchanges 
very much, and we sincerely hope the editors will continue 
to keep the Bulletin on their exchange lists. 

We have already received several papers, a few of which 
are new to the Bulletin. We appreciate them every one 
ar. 1 hope they will all come again. 

Pi pers received : 

The Peabody Volunteer — Peabody Demonstration 
School Nashville, Tenn. 

The Cavalier — Castle Heights Military Academy Leba- 
non, Tenn. 

The Weekly Junior — Fort Worth Junior High School, 
Fort Worth, Texas. 


In Our Opinion. 

The Volunteer — A very good paper. However, a few 
stories and poems would certainly improve it. 

The Cavalier — An extremely interesting paper. 

The Weekly Junior — The livest paper we have received 
as yet- Come again. 


“ Out of the High Rent District ** 

LOWENSTEIN’S 

4th Avenue, Comer Deaderick Street 

EVERYTHING YOUNG MEN WEAR 
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OUR ALUMNI. 

When we speak of our alumni, we do not think of 
them as a group of boys who have finished M. B. A., but 
look at them as higher companions who have upheld the 
traditions of the school. They are not outsiders, but are 
of us who believe that M. B. A. is right, always was right 
and always will be right. We are here in school to take 
their places, and they are always ready to help us keep 
the records of M. B. A. clean. There are M. B. A. 
alumni all over the world, but they never forget their 
school, no matter where they go. 

Some schools look at their alumni as mere graduates, 
who have finished school; but once for M. B. A., always 
for M. B. A. The spirit of Monegomery Bell stays with 
us. We cannot shake it from us. 

Alumni, student body, and faculty, we are all one. 
Let's pull together for a greater M. B. A. 

* * * 

We regret to record the death of E. A. Metz, ’74, a 
successful merchant of Nashville. 

♦ * * 

Several of our alumni have become benedicts since 
our last writing. We extend our hearty congratulations. 

* * * 

Buford Wilson, '17, now known around school as 
“Fessor” Wilson, was married this summer to Miss Grace 
Estill, of Winchester Tenn. 
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Joe S. Wiles *17, was married in September to Miss 
Georgia Brown, of Nashville. 

* * * 

W. A. Ogden, Jr., ’18, was married in September to 
Miss George Anna Erkins, of Cincinnati, Ohio. 

* * * 

Haskell Rightor, Jr., ’17, was married in September 
to Miss Florence Chastelette Thompson, of Memphis, 
Tenn. 

> ♦ * * 

Ben Doubleday, ’16, was married in October to Miss 
Margaret Allison Thompson, of Bellevue, Tenn. 

* * * 

Marshall Chase, ’17, was married in November to 
Miss Mildred Smelzer, of Cincinnati, Ohio. 

* ♦ * 

M. B. A. was well represented in the Vanderbilt grad- 
uating class of *23: 

B.A. graduates in the College of Arts and Sciences: 
Brownlee O. Currey, Richard E. Metcalf, Alfred D. 
Sharp, J. Lillard Templeton. 

Bachelor of Science in Commerce: Oliver W. Kuhn. 

In the School of Engineering, as Bachelor of Engineer- 
ing: Alistair G. Rankin. 

Wilbur C. Sensing (magna cum laude) and on the 
Senior Honor Roll. 

Graduate in the School of Medicine: A. Buist Litter- 
er, who made the Alpha Omega Alpha, or Medical Honor 
Fraternity. 

* * * 

Our contributions to the Freshman class at Vander- 
bilt this year were: William Martin, W. Louis Davis, Jr., 
W. Carney Harris, Gordon Connor, Benton Neil, Eldridge 
Hitt, John Cartwright, William Danley, Roberson Cowan 
and Robert Moore. 
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Our Annapolis trio Bromfield Nichol, Hamilton Love 
and Wm. Kenney are maintaining the reputation of their 
prep school. They are this year in the senior, junior and 
sophomore classes, respectively. 

♦ * * 

In his junior year Walter Lowe, ’20, was one of the 
six men accorded membership last June at the University 
of Tennessee in the National Honorary fraternity of pub- 
lic speakers and debaters. 

* * * 

Charles “Chuck” Bell, ’17, for the past few years 

since hm graduation at Annapolis, has been on naval duty 
m Chinese waters. He recently was transferred to the 
Mare Island station. 


Henry L. Bledsoe, ’22, after a year in the business 
world, entered the University of Tennessee in September. 

* * * 

Webb Staley, ’21, has transferred from Vanderbilt to 
Washington and Lee. 

* * * 

Ralph Morrissey, ’23, writes us that Washington and 
Lee is the only University as far as he is concerned. 

* * * 

Nicholas Wenning, ’23, at Notre Dame, was full of 
" enthusiasm over the success of Knute Rockne’s 
Wild Irish.” We wonder how Nick feels toward the 
Nebraska “Cornhuskers.” 


* * * 

Theodore Oughterson, ’22, has transferred himself to 
Southern College at Lakeland, Fla. 

* * * 

We have not yet heard Russell Niles’ impressions of 
freshman life at Carnegie Tech. 


) 
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Marshall Morgan, ’95, at one time editor on the Nash- 
ville Banner, has resigned as general counsel for the 
United States and assistant to the American mixed claims 
commission to enter the private practice of law, being 
associated with the Washington office of a New York 
law firm. As assistant to the solicitor of the State De- 
partment during the Wilson administration Mr. Morgan 

made a very good record. 

* * * 

The football team wants to know whether IMartin, 
Neil, Fitzgerald and several other alumni are interested 
in the team or whether they come out every day to take 
a bath. 

♦ * * 

Ed Glennon, ’22, and Edgar Jones, ’22, are going out 
for assistant managers of the football team at Vanderbilt. 

* * * 

Tom Joy, ’07, was elected president of the Tennessee 
Florists at their last convention. 


THOMAS J. CRANCH 

VANDERBILT SERVICE SHOP 

Old M. B. A. Man 

CLEANING PRESSING 

With 

1927 Broad St. Phone Hem. 380 

FINLEY’S SHOP 

Work Called For and Delivered 

Nashville, Tenn. 

Maxwell House Bldg. 
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M. B. A., 25 ; Peoples-Tucker, 0. 

M. B. A. opened its football season with a win over 
the strong Peoples-Tucker team from Springfield, the 
numerals being 25 to 0. 

Montgomery Bell scored in the first few minutes of 
play when Kelly crossed the goal line on a split buck. 
After a series of line plunges Ed Young carried the ball 
over for another touchdown. A pass from Hardin to 
Sawyer gave M. B. A. another touchdown. M. B. A. 
did not score again until the last quarter, when Eaton 
carried the ball over the goal on an off tackle play. 

Montgomery Bell showed a brilliant attack in the 
first half, but after they had gotten a lead they seemed 
to slow up. M. B. A.'s defense was very strong, not a 
first down being made over the line. Peoples-Tucker 
made only one first down, and that was by a forward 
pass which netted 15 yards. 

The whole back field showed up well, while Lusky 
and Sawyer were the stars in the line. 

Score by periods: 

M. B. A. 12 6 0 7—25 

Peoples-Tucker 0 0 0 0 — 0 

Officials: Emerson, referee; Smith, umpire; Wade, 
head linesman. 

* * * 

M. B. A., 21 ; Castle Heights, 0. 

Montgomery Bell Academy triumphed over the Cas- 
tle Heights team 21 to 0 in one of the prettiest prep grid- 
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iron battles that has been seen on a local field in years- 
Being out-weighed several pounds to the man, M. B. A. 
gave a wonderful account of itself. 

M. B. A. scored in the first five minutes of play 
after an exchange of punts which put them on Heights’ 
25-yard line. Here “Chili” Hardin dropped back and 
booted the ball between the goal posts for three points, 
which M. B. A. held the remainder of the first half. 

Howard Eaton paved the way for the first touch- 
down when he returned a punt 26 yards and Ed Young 
carried it over on a series of line plunges. M. B. A. 
scored in the fourth period when Young shot a pass 
over the goal line to Sawyer. M. B. A. scored again in 
the last minute of play when Hardin caught a pass 
behind the goal. 

Ed Young played the best game that he has ever 
played. Not only did he gain through the line, but he 
ran the ends well. He averaged 47 yards on his punts, 
which kept the ball in Heights’ territory all the game. 
On two occasions his kicks went 68 and 62 yards. He 
also hurled the two passes that netted both touchdowns 
in the last quarter. 

Eaton played a fine game, returning four punts for 
69 yards. He went around end for 29 yards, the longest 
run of the game. 

“Pluto” Lusky and “Onie” Hines played a great game 
at tackles, throwing their men for losses many times. 
Captain Sawyer and Upper gave a fine account of them- 
selves and were always down on Young’s punts. In fact, 
the whole line played a fine defensive as well as offen- 
sive game. 

M. B. A. completed five out of nine passes. Heights 
attempted five, two being intercepted and the others 
grounded. 

Pace and Bostick were Heights’ best ground-gainers. 
Once Pace returned a punt 42 yards and was downed 
by Upper. Heights’ line played a fine defensive game, 
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holding M. B. A. for downs on the 1-yard line four times. 
They never had the ball closer than the 40-yard line 
and did not make a first down in the second half. 

The line-up: 


M. a. A. (21) 
Sawyer (C.) 


Castle Heights (0) 

Hines , 



Mayo 



Jones 



Ralls 



Lusky 



Upper 

Hardin _ 

E 

— Reverra 

Eaton 



Young 



Kelly _ _ 



Score by periods: 
M. B. A. 



Castle Heights 




Officials: Emerson, referee; Neil, umpire; Hamilton, 
head linesman; Wade, timer. Time of periods, 12 min- 
utes. 

Substitutions: M. B. A., Baker for Ralls, Gunn for 
Kelly, Porter for Eaton. Castle Heights, Beard for Re- 
verra, Pace for Graham, Harrold for Rochelle, Graham 
for Pace, Pace for McCracken, Welch for Bristow. 

* * * 

M. B. A., 14; Peabody, 14. 

In one of the worst exhibitions of football that has 
been seen in this vicinity in years, M. B. A. was held 
to a deadlock by Peabody. The score was 14 to 14. 

M. B. A.’s line was not charging, and the back field 
not blocking, and the whole team was loafing being 
over-confident. 

M. B. A. kicked off to Peabody and they returned 
to the 15-yard line. On the first play Armistead was 
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thrown for a loss. Peabody punted to mid field and 
“Chili” fumbled, and Street scooped up the ball and 
ran 47 yards for a touchodwn in the first minute of 
play. In the next five minutes of play M. B. A. car- 
ried the ball across for two touchdowns, this being the 
only time that the team seemed to have any life in them. 

After advancing the ball up the field to the 15-yard 
line, a pass was tried but was intercepted by Dodson, 
who ran 85 yards for a touchdown. Both teams kicked 
their goals. 

Neither team was able to score during the second 
i half, but both missed several tries at field goals, Peabody 

one and M. B. A. five. Hardin missed one about two 
inches. M. B. A. lost the ball on downs on the 2-yard 
line in the last quarter. 

Only once did Peabody make a first down, while 

M. B. A. made seventeen. 

Lusky and Sawyer played their usual game, while 
the rest — well! 

Dodson and Parrish played best for Peabody. 

Score by periods: 

M. B. A. 7 7 0 0—14 

Peabody 7 7 0 0 — 14 

Officials: Emma Emerson, referee; Pink Wade, um- 
pire; Alf Adams, head linesman. 

♦ * * 

M. B. A., 6 ; Massey, 3. 

M. B. A. went down to Pulaski and came back with 
the big end of a 6 to 3 score. The game was played in a 
sea of mud and it rained during the entire game. Massey 
had the advantage, as their team outweighed our team 
several pounds to the man. 

This was Massey’s first defeat of the season. They 
have won from some of the strongest teams of the State. 

P Massey scored in the first quarter after several bad 

punts on our part gave them the ball deep in our terri- 
tory. Martin kicked a goal from placement from the 

1 

_ 
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M. B. A. Ponies vs. Castle Heights Reserves. 

In the annual second-team game with Heights our 
team came out with the small end of a 11 to 6 score. 

The ponies scored early in the game when “Sparkie” 
Glennon picked up a blocked punt and ran 35 yards for 
our only score. 

Heights scored two points in the first half on a safety. 

The second half found M. B. A. without the services 
of Murray and Porter, who were hurt in the first quarter. 
In this half Heights made another safety and a touch- 
down. Heights was only able to score after a 15-yard 
penalty which put the ball on our 5-yard line. A pass 
over the goal was complete. 

Our light team, although outweighed several pounds, 
put up a great fight. “Duck” Roberts played good ball, 
while Ralls and Johnson played their usual good game. 


How It Happened 

O. Geny, ’25 


If you were out to see the sights, 

And saw us win from Castle Heights, 
You'd realize that though we're light, 
We always win because we fight. 

Eleven boys upon the field 
For M. B. A., that name to shield, 
Eleven giants came rushing on, 

This made us look like we were gone. 

They were large and we were small, 
Which did not seem to count at all. 
The way we fought it was a shame, 
And this is why we won the game. 


The Most Refresh- 
ing Drink in the 
World 



AT ALL STORES, . 
CAFES AND STANDS 

5c BOTTLE 
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